THE  CHILDREN'S   OMNIBUS

Tired, at length, of these daily complaints, his
father determined to take him out with him when he
knew the street would be full, in order to show the
people how well and soberly his boy could behave;
so, taking him behind him on his horse, having first
impressed upon him that he must be very good, they
started off together. Now what did this obedient
child do? He put his finger up to his nose, and by
various other insulting gestures mocked the people
as they passed, till there was a general outcry against
the mischievous little imp. His father was sorely
puzzled; and Tyll, pretending to cry, said to him,
"You hear, dear father, what the people say. You
know that I am sitting here quietly, without saying a
single word, and yet all complain of me." His
father hereupon places his dear child before him.
Young hopeful, now seated before his father, could
do nothing but make faces and put out his tongue at
the people, who again were loud in their complaints.
The poor man, who could see no fault in his darling,
said, "Do not fret, my own dear Boy. We will go
and live somewhere else, and get away from these
evil-minded people." He did, indeed, move to a
distance, and not many years after died, leaving wife
and child in great poverty. Now young Tyll, though
sixteen years old, had learnt no business, nor anything
useful or good, but with years had increased in all
malice and mischief.